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but to serve our cause by bringing about a better under- 
standing of the German way of thinking, which is the 
first requirement in order to convert them to our views. 
If anywhere, it is important in Germany to put emphasis 
on the positive side of our program, in the first place on 
treaties of arbitration. In spite of her original opposition, 
Germany has already twice been a party to an appeal to the 
Hague Tribunal, and has thereby shown her willingness to 
make use of this institution. Words of approval and 
recognition of the immense importance of that court are 
becoming more frequent in the German press, heretofore 
indifferent or even antagonistic. The most scholarly 
book on the Hague Convention, by Professor Meurer, has 
just been published in Germany, and has aroused the 
interest pf the scientific world. But, before all, let our 
friends rid themselves of the notion that every German 
is just eager to rush to war and would have done so long 
ago if he had not been afraid of the peaceful English- 
men, Frenchmen, Americans and Russians. If it is 
thought worth while to win Germany as well as all 
other nations for the cause of peace, let no suspicion 
come up as if anybody did not consider the German as 
equal to the most civilized nations, or that their peaceful 
intentions are doubted. The greatest service to our 
cause would be rendered, however, at present, if our 
newspapers could be induced to show more justice to 
Germany instead of welcoming every calumny and 
giving it all possible prominence without taking notice 
of official denials ; in short, to stop the false impression, 
now fostered, by the press and press agencies, that 
Germany is the continuous peace disturber of the civil- 
ized world, after she has shown again and again that 
she wants nothing more than undisturbed peaceful 

development. 
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What the Wise Men Did, and What 
the Wise Men Ought to Do. 

BY EBV. CHARLES E. JEFFERSON, P. D., LL. D., PASTOR 
OF THE BROADWAY TABERNACLE, NEW YORK CITY. 

It was long ago that certain wise men from the East 
cast their gold and frankincense and myrrh at the feet 
of a baby in Bethlehem, and as the anniversary of that 
baby's birth returns one cannot help thinking what a 
different place to live in this world would be to-day if 
all the wise men both of the East and the West had 
during the last nineteen hundred years cast their treas- 
ures at the feet of the Prince of Peace, instead of burning 
them up in the fierce furnace of war. 

But at Christmas it is not well for one to bury himself 
in idle and doleful regrets, marring the melody of a 
musical day by the lugubrious refrain, " It might have 
been." Rather should we gird up the loins of our mind, 
and look hopefully into the future, confidently anticipat- 
ing better things than any which have been, because God 
is in his heaven and all will yet be right with the world. 
Upon the shoulders of that baby born in Bethlehem the 
government of the world has been placed, and men in 
increasing numbers are coming from the East and West 
and North and South to cast their treasures at his feet. 

It is a good thing to ponder in the light of the Christ- 
mas hearth the meaning of Christ's great title, " Prince 
of Peace." Christmas, as Charles Dickens long ago as- 
serted, is a kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant time, the 



only time in the long calendar of the year when men and 
women seem by one consent to open their shut-up hearts 
freely. It is then if ever that we can hear the angels 
singing, "Peace on earth, goodwill toward men." No 
matter how sour and grumpy we may have been during 
the year, his is a hard heart which can withstand the 
genial warmth of Christmas time. The baser feelings of 
the heart, its enmities and envyings and jealousies and 
hatreds, lie down and die when shone upon by the great 
light of Christmas Day. All ill-will and brutishness and 
cruelty become hateful and repulsive, and whatever gold 
and frankincense and myrrh we may carry in our heart 
is brought out and cast at the feet of love. War is al- 
ways terrible to one who clearly sees it, but never does 
it seem so barbarous and fiendish as when seen across the 
heavenly beauty of a baby's face. Christmas, like a strong 
winged angel from the court of heaven, holds up before 
us on Christmas Day the face of the Christ child, and 
with that face gazing into ours we shudder at the thought 
of bloodshed and hate, with an intense hatred, inhumanity 
in all its forms. There is no humanizing, civilizing force 
under heaven comparable with the witchery of a baby's 
face. With the Christmas music ringing in our ears the 
ponderous and plausible arguments in favor of war 
worn thread bare by the use of ages, and even still re- 
peated by those whose backs are turned to the light, 
sound very coarse and foolish. War is a tangle of dis- 
cords and we cannot easily bring ourselves to think of it 
on a day that breathes harmony and peace. Christmas 
is a home day, and one cannot think of home and ponder 
what home means and does and promises without feeling 
his heart going out with a new intensity of passion against 
the demon whose special work it is to scatter households 
and leave the home in ruin. 

Christmas is one of the mountain days of the year. 
Men see farther from the mountain top than they do 
from any point upon the plain or in the valley. It is 
what we think and feel in our luminous hours, when the 
soul is at its best, that it is safe to trust and follow. In 
our lower moods, when the heart grows dull and sordid, 
we are not shocked by anything however horrible, and 
are capable of defending anything however indefensible. 
It is surprising how far a human soul can fall. And it is 
still more surprising how high the same soul can climb. 
Blind to-day, it may see to-morrow ; earthly and carnal 
this week, it may soar as on eagles' wings next week. 
One month may bear all the ice and snow of winter, 
while the next month may bring the perfume and the 
glory of the summer. It is what we feel and see in our 
radiant hours that proclaims the feelings and the thoughts 
of God. What a man thinks of war on Christmas Day, 
surrounded by his family, gives a surer revelation of 
what war really is than can be gotten from all the 
pictures of the artists and all the arguments of those who 
have opposed or defended it. There are moods in which 
men are ready to cast their gold at the feet of brute force. 
Such moods are induced oftentimes by the reading of 
literature lacking in all the elements of humanitarian 
feeling. There are men so constructed as to be appar- 
ently incapable of rising above the level of a slaughter 
house, and many of these men know how to wield a pen. 
By the necromancy of genius they blind the eyes of those 
who read them to the barbarism and hell of war, and so de- 
bauch the heart by their sophistry and specious pleading 
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as to lead men to Caesar rather than to Christ. From 
this debasing and paralyzing atmosphere the world needs 
to escape with the clear air of Christmas Day. From the 
dull-eyed belligerent scribblers we must make our way 
to the Prince of Peace. When we see him the soul is 
ready to cast all its gold at his feet. 

There is much to be grateful for at this Christmas 
season in the year of our Lord 1905. No great war is 
to-day desolating the earth, as was the case one year ago. 
The streams of blood on Oriental battlefields have ceased 
to flow, and the hearts of wives and mothers are no longer 
pierced and terrified by the cannon's boom. The curtain 
has been wrung down on the tragedy of blood and death, 
and although the voice of some wail over the graves of 
the slain, tens of thousands of hearts which a year ago 
were weighted down with an intolerable burden have 
begun to sing again. And what American does not feel 
proud and grateful that our own strong President was 
permitted in the providence of God to play so conspicu- 
ous a part in persuading two mighty empires to lay down 
their arms ? This is the greatest service which our 
President has ever rendered to the world. It is the 
crowning act of a life filled with stirring deeds, and will 
be remembered generations after the charge up San Juan 
Hill has faded completely from the minds of men. The 
lustre of the proudest triumphs of military skill pale be- 
fore the glory of victories won in the cause of peace. 
What splendid deed could our brave President have done 
upon the battlefield to bring the kings of the earth to his 
feet, as they came with gold of praise and frankincense 
of thanksgiving on that memorable day when he stood 
forth the great peacemaker of our century? The old 
beatitude, " Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall 
be called the Sons of God," flashed upon men's eyes with 
a significance it had never had before. To every dis- 
cerning heart it became apparent that humanity has 
already entered on a new era and that hereafter the tall- 
est statues will not be reared to perpetuate the fame of 
admirals and generals, but to keep alive the memory of 
those who have brought fresh treasures to cast at the 
feet of the Prince of Peace. 

At this point a ray of light is thrown on the path along 
which our Republic should travel. If our President is 
hailed as the foremost man in all the world because he 
led two empires into the paths of peace, blessed above 
all the nations of the earth will our country be if she sets 
herself with flaming heart and steadfast face and un- 
flinching hand to the great task of banishing war from 
the planet and establishing an enduring international 
peace. Other nations have won a transient prestige and 
renown by mighty seeds sown on the field of battle ; it 
is our opportunity to win the crown laid up for the nation 
which establishes peace throughout the world. Blessed 
is the Peace-Making Republic, for it shall be called the 
Republic of God ! 

One cannot think of peace without thinking of the 
great national armaments under which Christendom is 
groaning. How do they look in the light of the Christ- 
mas glory? What sort of a decoration for Christmas 
does a battleship make? Does a shell remind one of the 
songs of the angels ? Wise men long ago cast their gold 
at the feet of Jesus : wise men nowadays think it safer 
and wiser to cast the gold of the nations into military 
equipment. This enormous expenditure looks startling 



when we read of it on Christmas. If the supreme work 
for men and nations on this earth is to persuade men to 
sing the angel's song and to breathe the Christlike spirit, 
it seems strange that no better use for our gold can be 
discovered than the building of battleships and cruisers. 
America is rich, but can she afford to spend one hundred 
millions every year on her navy ? If history has any- 
thing certain to tell us it is that the foes of a republic are 
not to be met on the sea, but on the land, and that the 
enemy most to be feared cannot be reached by a shell. 
The enemies for which our battleships and cruisers are 
constructed are the creations of the feverish heart, 
chimeras of the imagination, hobgoblins of the fancy, 
phantasms emanating from excited brains ; the enemies 
which our Republic has just reason to fear are not on the 
sea, neither are they within the range of our longest range 
guns. With our great cities what they are, we may well 
ponder the question at this Christmas season whether our 
gold and frankincense and myrrh might not be more 
wisely laid at the feet of his children, at the feet of the 
poor, at the feet of all whose woes lie heavy on the heart 
of Christ. Russia might help us to decide which policy 
is that of wisdom. Russia for a generation has been 
building a navy. She laid her treasures at the feet of 
the God of War. The result is that her money lies at 
the bottom of the Sea of Japan, while the proud dynasty 
of the Romanoffs crouches in terror before the frenzied 
wrath of a populace whose interests have been shame- 
fully neglected and outrageously betrayed. We need 
only come to the light of the Christmas story to see how 
foolish and wicked it is to squander money on guns 
instead of devoting it to the building of men. 

The Christmas of 1905 will not have come to us in vain 
if it induces us to ask ourselves in soberness at whose feet 
a nation should cast its gold and frankincense and myrrh, 
and if it awakens in our hearts the old dream which 
stirred the Hebrew prophet — the dream of a day long 
delayed but surely coming when the instruments of 
slaughter shall be beaten into the implements of in- 
dustry, and nation shall no longer lift the sword against 
nation, neither shall they learn war any more. 



Inciting to War. 

BY EDWIN ARNOLD BEBNHOLTZ. 

" Come now, let us reason together," says every lover 
of humanity. Especially at this time when, one awful 
and disastrous war being concluded, we are so apt to dis- 
regard those things in our very midst making for that 
most terrible of conflicts — a race- war — is it necessary 
for every lover of peace to be on the alert, and swift to 
compel to the light and the open those who covertly are 
inciting to antagonism people who should and could 
dwell peaceably and happily side by side in any well- 
governed land. 

The reference is, of course, plainly to those now 
threatening the negroes of the United States of America 
with extermination at the hands of their white neighbors 
if they, men, women and children of African blood and 
darker hued skins, refuse to accept the offered alternative 
— deportation. 

It seems never to have occurred to those so recklessly 
making these threats and demands that any considerable 



